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+ Before the daybreal sings a bird
That stills her song ere morning light ;
loud for her is the day's stir,
The woodland's thousand-tongned delight.

Ah! the honor is, to shine
> :‘ lln nl: ;th‘hmin uo l.rnvzl.i.;r TS ;
prise, to rank divi
Among the world’s lond nhurlll;:rn‘

But I would be that paler atar,
Aund 1 would be that lonelier bird ;
To shine with bope, while hope’s afar,
And smg of love, whon love's unboeard.
F. W. Bouvrpiiros,

OLD VANDERHAVEN'S WILL.

—_———

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

A golden snmmer evening some fifteen vears ago.
The shadow of the Belfry Tower lay aslant the
nun{ market-place of the ancient city of Bruges,
and the musical chimes fell sweetly on the waruw,
still, evening air, a8 they played the Shadow Song
from Dinozah.

The old houses which surrounded the place, with
their quamnt ‘step’ gables, carved timbers, and
deep-set casements, secmod to have fallen asleep in
the sunshine, dreaming perhaps of the days when
Bruges was one of the centres of the world's eow-
merce; when her hanehty burghers lived like
princes, and the ministers of twenty nations resided
within her walls.

_One of the largest and most pietnresque of the an-
eient tencments—formerty the Guild-honse of &
wealthy corporation—was ocenpied by M. Nicholas
Vanderhaven. who, after a husy anid prosperons life
a8 5 merchant at Anfwerp, had retired 10 spend the
evening of his days in s native city.

On the first floor, looking out on the Market-place,
whs a spacious apartment which had been the bhan-
guet chamber of the Guild, and was now nsed as a
studio by M. Vanderhaven's grandson. No artist
pould bave desired more harmonious surronndings.
The room, though nuifurnished, was s picture in it-
self ; .with 1ts painted ceiling, walls panelied iu
dark ‘polished oak, saperb Henaissance chimpey-

ieee, and tho sixteenth-century tapestry that hung

efore the door,

The only oeenpant of the room this summer even-
ing was Bernharat Vanderhaven, a handeome,
dark-eved young fellow, with mustache and short
pointed beard, dressed, with a certain aftretation of
carelessness, in a guaintly-cas velvet blouse and
open collar,

He had drawn his oasel close to the window to
catch the tailing light, and was painting indus-
trionsly, polfing at hus clenrodte msantinne nodl only
pauding now amd then o cast u half-reproachitul
glance at the darkening sky.

At leneth he drew back, looking at lis work with
a eritical frown.  Grad u-.ﬂh Lis brow reisxed, and
o smile stole to his lips,

Yes, it is liko her' he muttered ; *very
Just thas wistful look in the eyes, snd the tend
trusttul soile I know so well.” My sweet Annette !

The painting was o hilf-length portreit ol o
young @l wn the richly picturesque costume of o
hoble Flemish lady of the seventeenth century : o
girl with a delicate, oval face, vnly faintly tanted
with rose-color: sweet, smiling lips, aml softest
hazel eves, which had a dreamy, *out-looking® gaso
that gave @ touch of spmiuality to ber beant
The young man studied cvery line of the sweet Lace
as if he had never seen it betore. 8o absorbed was
he thas be dud not hear the opening of the door, and
started when a tumiliaz voice belind hun said,
drily: ‘1 fear I am interrupting youo, Dernhardt.
Shall T come agnin when vou are less osenpied '

 You caught me aawdlng for once, grandiather,’
the young man answered, turuing towards the in-
truder with a pleasant smile; * hut have been
working lu.nnuyll,. all dny, aud my picture is neatly
a 1

+ I am glad to hear it.’ was the reply, s, w ithont
even giancing ot the canvas the numder 1ok LK
seat on the only chair the room contiined, nncere.
wmonionsly sweoep on to the tour
drapery which encawmbered it

Monsteur Nicholss Vanderhaven was n hnndgoms,
vigorous man of seventy, with few signs of
about him, save his silvered bair and the thi Kk,
white brows, bepeath which his keen eyes ghittery d
«like fire under spow.’ His chin was squ
firm, and his closely-shut wouth woukd ha
terribily prun but for seme lines ahout the ¢
which shiowed n gleam of humor and ki
His face was o pretty fair index to ha
shrewd, Lard, bt not unkindly, and o
oocasion of geierots Hupilises,

1 am glad to hea: it he repeated. * Ther
been envugh, and rather too much, ut dream
daubite : it 15 time yon began [ife i carnest)’

Bernhardt rased hns brow

ngo

1 thought I bad begun it in very serions
be roturned, with a half smie, standing v
foot on i ting stoal, ar
on hi vl bard enough lately to

sntisty

* Worked ron call that work,
But who is the het t What comesnf itall P

*Nothing yet pechaps, it fame anid fotrine = itl
eome of it —at least, 1 hope so," aaled
Bernhardt ; hope is 0y guating star,

A will-o' mto a
swamp,’
‘The ¥

by

dand that

leptd you

Byen o pletures,
wonld, for you are aun excelien
though you Lave suclh i conieng
the

* Artists whn are worthy i
miration and respec pnswernd Mr a0
deliberntely. } st thowe shullow pres-
tenders who make sxoupe for wllencss anid
wearing aboormal coats  and

aftectation ;  fon
beards ® (his listond
popormal lives, being altogetler
Bolicwtans. Hoewever, enouch of that,
tinned, * 1 want to havea little serivts Talk with
you.'

winved alighte

The yonng artist gave a resigned aort of shrp
snd perching Liwself on lus palnting-stool, |
pared to listen, ;

“You will be twenty-one on the first of next

montl, his grandfather began, * Yon have not fur-

gutten our agrecment ¥

‘No, sir; Ihha\-r pot forgotten. Yon were to leave
me {1ee to follow my own devices till 1 wos of nge,
then I was to choose between art and commerve ; 10
decide whether 1 would go on with my painting, of
join my consin in the house at Antwerp, of which
you are still the nominal head.

' Exactly, Well ¥

«Well—1 have chosen art, or rather art has chosen
me. She has ealled, and 1 mnst follow, whethor she
rewards me or not, 1 am sorry to disappoint you,
grandfather, knowing you hadd set your heart on
my entering the fino, hut—it 1 (mpossible. 1
ghould never be aman of business. 1 am a paiuter
or nothing.” ; o

Ominously grim grew his companion’s face as he
histened, and the lines about his month had nothing
humerous now, but he replied quietly enough,

‘Yery good. \‘nln‘. are ;ml-p:lml 1ur!.-nh|- the con-

encee of your decision, 1 presume
“'q‘?m- rnm--:‘;‘m-n ces? 1 am prepared to work bard
and bide my tiwe, if that is what yon meat.

* Not guite, Are you prepared to tam yanur own
living? Will your brush find you tood to eat,
clothes to wear, and a roof to cover ol ' B!

" Well—not yet, perhaps; 1 haven't tried to &l

- pictures; but after s thne- ' !
m?ﬁhf;x: :.I.l.l.lt'. when tame and fortune have fonnd
yon—just so. Meanwhile, you see, like mnny an-
other “ genmjus™ hefore you, you stand a chnnee of
starving in a garret) I a

Bernhardt stared at bhim in astonishment
dismay .

+1 don't understand,’ Le began; ‘vou do not

and

mean— .

+1 do not mean to keep you bere in luxm 1

jilleness, when you have set iy wishes gt et

npeet wy plans, sod frustrated the ambition of
r

Ll 1 .

+What was that " his grandeon interrupted,
+To leave the old tirm as 1 founudi it, tiourishing
has been  transnidtt

ander the olil pame, that

stainless frowm fulber fo son for Jour genviatior

sinee the Lime of our founder, SiuonN Vi T

haven., And he glanced at nn old portrait by the
b geemed to look back at Lim

rlmum-‘\‘-pn:-lu. Wl
with sympathy and approval,
¢ But my consin Corneligs— Bernbardt Legan,
« Your cousin 1s an exceilont manager, a4 ]
whi 44 ¢ Eaps—
of businiss —somewhat too kevn, perkiag t
:_nm.:” not a Vanderhuven. 1 had hoped that your
;nht,r would have b wy stecessor, Lut be 1apone
You will svon b

Ll Likss of the old
p,
)l‘f.tll'!l‘ me.

stock. -
Bernbardt was silent ‘0 woment, looking ai s
grandfather with POIMPUUChiOn @l Iy ;,‘-'l; '-l"f'!- 1
~ e~ 130

+1 did wov un
i joliove ane, 1 sun

(nther, he l‘.nih-;r;i.‘ s
ow you isil il B0 Geeply.
:::l‘r:!:l W lfiunmum you, but— ' Grieve for your-
pelt, rather, U you disobey mi, Was ;ln' n'alli.,_.'-
spoken reiginder. ' Hut 1 o not accept youl deuis
sion as final,’ added M. Vanderhaven as hio rose: ©1
give yon to the end of the month to reconsider it
» Bernbards Tollowed him to the doot and held back
the tapestry, looking wirsttully into bis Lsce. ]
“It would be essy to deckdo it 1 Lunl only mysell
to think of, he pitbered ; - bat therc is Antutte—1
Toean thore is some one €lse who husa right Lo be
wnﬂ.nd L]
> The old gentleman stopped short on the thres-
hold, * -cit’ Lo sald interrogatively. *And who
ig % Annetis,” it you please
e ﬁtc —lier u.;‘.f.:.’.'. vup Elven,' bo stammaored,
+The dangliter of that ven Klven who died bank-
oy D g + He wus an honorable man,

though nlardt ?mmvd' He left & name oy slainless
’ b

W
.ﬂg& 1 said to the continy T But he died bauk-

raps, sod left Nl, wile and ter to lve on
-ga-ﬁmﬁ. Monsienz, Annette maintains

other made a ot © And you pro-
';-rﬂh this Little uid‘;:lwl::“ wite 4
. TLEsLOR, .
S widhout it was the dry “You will
o s LB it N, = o i " . o s o

otk her advice in the matter we have been dis-

cussing, 1 su L

‘1-yes, 1 evrtainly conault her.'

And let her decide for you,' the old merchant
recomnmended, glaucing shrowdly at bim under lin
heavy brows. ‘I will wager she takes my view of
the subject when she knows what is ot stake.
Women are wonderfully clear-sighted and reason-
able whete their own interests are concerned. 1 leave
my canse with perfect confidence in Mademoiselle
Annette’s hands” And with an ironieal bow and
:lmlli-. he passed over the threshold, and elosed the

oor,

Loft to himself the young man paced the room
with o face of troubled thought. Yes, Aunetto
would take his grandfather’s view of the case, he
supposed, though not, as the latter had cyniecaliy
sugyested, from interested motives, It was not
poverty she woull fear, but the separation whicn
was inevitable if he were cast at onee on his own
thsontecs, It might be years before he eould ask
lier to share his tot, and he lud no right to l'SI,N‘(‘.T.
that she should waste her yoath in walting tor lom,
And yet, to give up thoe one prurpose amd ambition of
Tiiw 1ite 1 to turn his back on the lnminous heights
that rose betore Lim, sod descend to the gray and
level plain! 1t wos bard indeod,  The sound of the
chimes ronmsd him trom his tronhled retlections,
Hp glaneed at his wateh, ‘A quarter to seven! 1
dill not know it was so late, promised to meet
Anpette on the Pont «dn Begninage at snnset, Ho

ut aside his baushes and palette, and exchunging

in hlotse for & coat left TI]Il" honse und took his
way to one of the innnmerable bridges which give
the old city i« Flenish name., He was tirst at the
trysting-place,

‘e golden sammer evening, the gently flowing
water, the softly chiming bells all blended to-
gether m & charm that soothed and eheered him,
Lo took out his pocket sketeli-book, and was dot-
ting down the ontlines ot the scone, when the sonnil
of n light fm!a!er made Wim tarn, 1t wis Annette,
She did not ses him at first, and he watched her as
ahe ndvaneed, glancing about ber with bher soft,
short-sighited eves, How sweet she looked. fe
thought, with her pretty, ponsive mouth and
dreamy eyes; those eyes which had always a ahnde
of tender melancholy, even when ber lips smiled, as
they did wost brightly when bo came tarwand to
meet her,

Yed, she was worth any sacrifiee, he decided.
His mind was made up now as te the course ho
shonld take.

“ Huve 1 kept you waiting P she asked, 2
a dainty little haud that o dochess migh
vimd, *T have been very hiisy finishung »
Davlight grows precions after midsomn
“You tey your eyes too mach dear,” e i, looi-
ing at her tenderly. “You know they aro not
strong, and if you overwoerk them they may fatl
yon altogether some day.’

‘Do not snggest anvining so terrible,’ she ania
with @ iittle shiver, passing her baad over then.
‘Have yvou been deawing 1 she continued, looking
at his sketeh-book,

It is only an outline,’ he returned, showing it
to ber,

*The view trom here would miake o beantiful pie
tnpe, slie remarked § ¢ you must paiat it some day,
i--rilu-- ?

sl

ng bun

ne work.
"

| paint o more, Annette.’
&l looked ap, startled, * What (o you mean r
“1 mean, he returned with o foread langh, * that
in futnre 1 am to be a slave of the quill instes
the brush, You rememoer 1 told you my

iranil-
futher wished me to enter the bhusiness when 1 was
of age ¥

+ Aud von have constnted

+ Not yet, but 1 must. He tells me i I vefase o
will tnurn me adritt; then you sud 1 mnst part,
That is aot to be thought of, is it durling ¥

N if I8 [oF Y sake you are giving uap your ars ¥’
sl said regretfoily,

* N, for my owin, heecanse T ean live withont art,
but 1 ean't live withont youo,” was his repiy. as ho
drew her hand throngh his avm.

“Amd you are quile sure 1t does ot grieve yon to
relinguish dreams of lmmoe e nis-
tionead, with a | {srnile, Perhinps, after all, ie
would not have made yon happier, 1t von had won

hitter taste,” the old poct

it.  * Laurels bave a

t a trma artist does not work for

only, The w of art isits own re.
1 shonfd hardly eave for fame if 1 felt that 1
produced good work, which vould hive w

forgotten—as | oner hioped to do Al well? he
with o quiek =igh, * 1 mas forget iy old
my ol self, if 1 can, Perh

| ontlive

spocted nsfor commerrce
langhed rather heavily, and |
b, a8 tf e were gazing |
vof the pew lite o w!
{ tune were o !

lized for the first

I shall develop an ¢
—whn &Enows H
1 t

hefor

can n
10T you

Lare "Il"'." he ot
ot anderst

aveept

oes

ariat,
aply there, amned vou
wona, aml learn all
(EEY you Why

consin aud 2 1 fire &t
vor eoild live ch
onld Mtve congemal ecm

the great miastora col
| you not go
1, Anneit
1 hope
Id rather py

2

her eyvies W
s wadt loty
r flusied

Al you wa
oy sure of it,

ad tromslesd

4 4 of th
She had o reason wii Jornhardt did not goeas
foaring the future,  She hnd never seknew
L the dremd which had haonted her iatel
ing heavier every day. he Jusd s
hudden trouble, pothing woald have udy

COMbig SePArntion

h

to leay e ber,
Il
On the morning of the first of July, M mu-urF_

Vauderhaven sat at bred ast o hus diuing-room, a
pleasant olid room, the pry iling tint of which wns
a sober brown, relieved with brighter touches of
eolor here and there, in & repoisss silver, ur Gires-
de-Flandres vase, and in the rich biudings of the
books which lined one of the walls,

W ien he bid finished Lis cup ot eafé-an-lait, he
touched the bell at lns elbow, The sununons was
answered by his bonsekeeper, a atately, higl-nosod
old dame, wearing the cap and fichu of her native
provinee of Liege. ’

+7 e Monsieur Bernhardt that T wish to speak to

Lim, ]

Lustead of leaving the room she closed the daor,
sl ai-prnul'hn-l'. him mystertonsiy *He wspot in
the house, Mopsieur,” she said. *His bed bas not
been slept in, and-—and I have just found this
letter, adidressed to you, on is table.

Bhe lingered, watching him curionsly, as T
opened 1t He dismissed her with one sharp word,
then read it through, lis face growing darker with
every line,

s mg—he is gone to study in Rome,' he repeated,
with # sour smile, when he d finisbid. ¢ Very
well s hes may starve in Hou I have done wick |
him.’ |

He took n vesta-match from
the lotter, delinprately burni it, aod then mountsl |
the stairs to the bangnet-rooi. [Che painting mile-
rials were gone, but the nutinished portrait re-
mained on the casel. He frowned as his cyes fell
ppon it.  He gnessed whom it represented. and his
heart wos bitter against this witl, who, 1t seemmed
from Boernhardt's letter, had e ourageld lim in
disnbedienee, A palette-Emfe lay on the loddge ol
the easel: in n sadden timpnlse of resentisent, flins
took 1F N, and was about to ent the canvas from
the frame, but ns be rmls 1 hiis hignud, the &9
to mest hos wath visttnl o

e inkstand, twmstod |

il
dleprecation ot hisn anss Yin hand
relaxed : he gosed at the fair fac
e inuebaon, :

Then, a8 he noted the exeention of the plet
now exjression dawned in his eyes; 1 it

astopishment aml balf reluctant
v Indd could paint me Lids wi
might ne net hirye when his powers were |

matured ! An nneomfortable feeling took posss
f the old meichant. e been mistalen
' Had Bernbardt done wisely i disobey

*OWith an hnpatient movement of tio
’ dismisgsed the unweleome doult, sl tak
mg the metnre 1rom the sowel, turned it with 1ts
taes to the will, then left the room, locking Lie
door and puttng the key in his pocket.

‘it snyone snquires after my grandson, yon may
that he is travelling, he told odd U ratilie

-

Aany
briedly ;
spolen no more 1h his old home,

The months went by, Snmmer wanird into
autnmn, amd autamn into winter—s winter of tho
cunodd  old-fastiioned ' type; invigorating 1o the
vonng and healthy, but terribie to the wenk, the
ageil, and the poor

Ome bitter December afternoon, Annetfe van
Flven and her mother were alone in the little room
whichh now served them as bed and sitting-
room both, on the fimt floor of albouse in a duil

ass grown side-atieet not tar from the Cathearal,

Madame van Elven, a fair, fragile-lvoking wo-
man, who had been beauntiful in her youth, und was
still attractive, thongh worn by suftering. sat in
a cushioned armehain near the stove, while Annette
cronched on the hearth, ber head drooping, her
Lands idly folded on her lap, in an atlitude of hst-
less dejection. The snow outside wnas hardly
whiter than her cheeks, and her eyes had a veiled
look that made them more puthatic than ever,

*How quiet you are, dear! Ler companion naid,
breaking o long silence ; * are yon guleept

*No, | was thinking,' she asnswered with an
eftort. *1 was wondoring what sort & Christmus
Bernhardt would have in h_-.‘

hi;

|
|
II 1

anid from that day Bernbardt's pame waas i

| gramd

*A pleasant one, no donbt. Pleasanter than
onrs will ne. Poverty weighs llﬁhtl an him: 1t is
i st [ife. But with

all Fu’, of the romanee af iy art
us it is Litter reality,' she added with a stgh.
Asnmette did not reply, but hier face grew it possible
sadliler than before,

‘Did M. Lebrnn pay yon for the picee of lace
im: took to him thne morning, dear? asked

{adae van Elven after n pouse,

*No: he—] shail have to go again,’ Annette an-
swered, hesitatingly.

She dared not tell her mother the truth—namely,
that the tradesman had declined her work, as too
imperfect for sule.  What she hod long dreaded had
come to pass: her sight woald no longer serve fur
her emnloyment,

* You are tired : Tean tell by vour voioe,” her com-
panion said tenderly, and pntting ont her band,
she drow the girl to her side. Annctte let her
head sink on E-Ar mother's knee, and closed her
eyes with a deep, long-drawn weh, Yes, she woas
tired 3 so tived that she almost felt nstf it wonld
be happiness to sleep and never wake again ; to give
up altegether the weary strogale that grew harder
every day,

They were sitting ‘in the same position when, ten
minutes later, an arfamiliar step sonrded on the
stairs, and there wns o tap ot the deor. Annetto
rose, smoothing hor aisordersd hair, and opened it
A strunger stood there : o comely old wolnn, in the
picturesgue costume of a Liegeoise,

« Mademoiselle Annette van Elvon 1" she said in-
terrogntively, and when the latter aseented,
handed her o letter adaing: ‘1 have had somes
tronble to find yon, Mam'selle. My master said 1
was to wait for an answer.'

“Is yomr master M. Lebrun ' Annette inquired.

“No: M Vanderhaven, the old servant replied,
gluncing shrawdly at Ler face.

The girl started, turning {rom white to e, He-
eovering from her surprise, however, she placed a
ehair for her visitor, lighted the lamp, aud then,
roturning to her mother's sule, read the note aloud,

« MabEMOiBFLLE—] wish o see you, but_am pre-
vonted by illoess from culling npon you, Will you
do me the tavor to return with my servant ¥ 1 shall
not detain yoo loug.—Yonrs,

" NICHOLAS VANDERBAVAN,

T snppose he is anxions to have news of Bern-
hardt,’ waa her mother's whisperad comment, * You
will go, dear 7"

Yes,' Annctte assented. ‘ Tlas M. Yanderhaven
been long ill ! sbe asked Ursula, as she pat on ber
hat and jacket.

«All the wintor, on and off: it began with a bad
pold. Buat he has never been gnite the sauie since
M. Bernhardt went away, Aunetie asbl ho wore,
and the p presently left the honse together,

‘Pleass to @oue upstairs,’ Ler companion said,
when they were sdmitted to the old Gaild honse ;
and sl bed the way op the bie ovak stairense 1
the banguet-room. 1t was tnrasbJ now : o great
woml tire hummed on the wide bearth, and s Jupn-
nese sereen shing out the deanglit.  Monsienr Van-
derhaven was seated near the fire, with his back
townra them; n tall, gaunt figure in 4 gray £
ine-gown and vebeot cap,  When Lis visitor entered
be enve her s serutintane glanee under his heavy
hrows, anl howed, bt dul not nse, a8 he wotianed

her to nosent,

» Mademoiselle van Elven,' he began when they
wore alone, ‘1 believe you are in corréspoldence
with my grandeson '

“Yen, Monsteur,” sho answered qnietly thongh her

was Huttoring, *1 have heard from hun {ie-
sines he lefr home,
im awny,' e porrected ; * 10 Was

by yvour adviee, 1 bolieve, shnt he went I
advaod im, as 1 thought, for the best, and |
have reason v that 1 was rigist, He tells

ne 1anid progress, amil fbat fis

me that be §
{ attention. I belirve

pictures s
there 158 | .
the remark. * Do
. It ma3 bhe
and he pushed

kivd enoogh
saary for e to w

T to huim,
the tukstamd toward b
& e s np the pen, bat there seemed o he a

Atter one attemopt she shook
1

at all to-night,” she

il | e The {5 4
1 . 1 arl 1 *
hor bead, and held it out to

My eves ool serve e
sail with a I a damile: walddross s~

What is the watter with your eyes ! he intor
rupted.

"I huve over-tried them at Iace-making.  They

me T,
ulvice abont them,” said M.
f than
A her wh

hnve been tatling s

Yo ought to ha
Vanderhaven, more gentiy
He Dinad felt hie ARt}
bt somelion
Wy betar

them o
¢ e for wy

ife to conne,’

how do yon
el

& minent,

ared,
: I
innn
. el
and
3T #10
rgan
Hivhn
0wy
T
itencid Ins teal rfully, giving them a
o resc i bbany o v Pernlumilt's. Her £
eanght the rellection ol b wrighitenad sud.
il 4 . 1 h th an answat
CHTTH il I was | use 1 might not
Comp =
") vom will come ! he interrapted.
‘Yo, Moust a1 will do ey best to pleise
yo. Irwillr e liappy to be of servies to—'
Bornbarlt’s qrandiather ¥ he finished § ° just s
Then that is settl ake hamds om it When

shi gave him her hand he detainad it, lookng np
wy intently that

at Tier she Glosbed, she bandly
| knew why. -
“When aré yoru @oing to write to this distin-

T he demanided,
Po-morrow perhars, Have yon
ans message for him ¥ she dsked wistfnlly. He
pansed, apparently  forgerting rhat e atidl held
her hand, and looked thoughtinlly st the fire, She
watehel his face anxionsly, resding there the sighs
of n strneele etwesn pride gl aifection.

Tell him I o glad to Jearn that he is making
the profession he has chosen—
He gluneed

gnishod artist
*Very whortlv,

gooil progress in
“Yes ' she prompted, as he paused,

at her wistiul face and Auil 1.
Anid vou may sav thit if he is not ton husy to
tow himsell w boliday, he may spead Clristmas
1 ' The girl's heart leapod ;
happiness hrought the tears to
1 impnlee she stooped and

s held ber own,
d her cheek. *Tut, tut,
ssod for some one whio lus
I'wo days lnter Annette
il was soon as much e

rill of exqn
Ler ey s, With a @
kil the wrinkled

The oli merechant
willy ehild ; sive vour |
o right to them,” ho sad.
Aduties

sran Ler new ]
hosne in the oll Guild honse asif she had hved
hego fop yeurs, She v happy in her new lite,

amd her young presehee po lertg litenen] the lonse
that M. Vanderhaven Llound himselt wondering how
cortlil lave endured its glovw amd solittude betore
A,

y time passed

santly to hoth of them, and

day hrought neares the ne i whieh, in his
heart, thie old werchant longed | ol el na shie
i, thongh he seldom nlioned lus  granosol s

N,

s ti1] Christmas,” Annette rematkod

©mn
v looking up from the knitting whicl
fingers busy while her eyes and tii ts
ey were in the room ; Mon-
i I ecapacious leather
)_‘ ul HE petle st opposte
Lt-backed tapestry clair.
jalled walis and antigue
ril | lam werimil to hor
girlish figure Ller vomp houghs.
i At tin L with Lhe i lus Enee
Her wi him fr tion.
* 8o ul forgot went.'
; ill be with us on Chiistmas Eve,
hie il
Ah! and tnat ren me : thers js something 1
intemilid todo belore be returned.”  He turned Wis

ehntt to the table, * Give me pen and ink, iny dear,
nlgesl writing materisls beiore him, sl then
panssd, striok by the haggand pallor of his face,
+ Ao you feeliig worse to-uight, Monsicur P

* Worse | o ;1 am better, 10 anything,” he
answered cheorfully, *1 wus thinking, only 4 mo
ment that 1 might yet live toseo my greatl
llren rounid me i the oud bouse,” 1o
ot lits sompanion, who ' suddenly, sweelly,
blushed,” and beeame sbsorbed in her
work ninin, His pen travelled rapidly over the
pamer, ouly pausing vow and then o wake an
alteration or addition, When he had coversd tonr
pages with his elesr, lirm handwrining, be glaneml
over what he had written, seemed satisfied with i1,
and muade & fair copy ou 8 fresh sheet. Then he
looked np.

+ Wil you well Ursula and Jacob that 1 waat them
for u tew moments !

she left the room, and gave lus message to the
two old servants, remainiog downstalrs till they
returned, which they did very shortly, looking
mysterions and important, As she reentered the
room, whe fancied she heard the click of a drawer
or door hastily shut; bui the sereen being so ar-
ranged as to inclose the hearth, she could see noth-
ing until she bad passad round 1k Then she fonud
Monsisur Vandettaven standing with Lis armn on
the massive chimney-pivee, watching the harnine
of o piece of paper, which hie had Just (Licwn apon
the ]m He did not speak vl shic b Eoiee 10 seau fomd

SULLG MulLCO e

No, ¢

Rianeel

sLeangely

T have been making my will} he said abruptly
atlength: ‘1 mado one six months ago, in n mo-
ment of anger, but that shall be destroyed before
Bernhardt retarns, By shis new one 1 have lett him
everytlung except the business, and that he will
not grudge to his cousin. 1 shall give it into
Maitre Janssen's keeping to-morrow. Meantime,
he sdded with a onrions amile, ‘ I have put itina
sate place. where it would be difienlt to—'

Ho stopped abruptly, putting his hand to hia
head. The blood suftnsed his face to the temples,
then retreated, leaving him liwadly pale. He stog-
gered, and woald have fallen if Annette had pot
supported him. She bent over him in alarm as ho
sank into a chair, .

* It i« nothing, he gasped ; ' a passing faintness—'
He drew one or two heavy broaths, snd seomed to
recover somewhat, though his tuce was stitl white
and hageard,

v {'inmfn‘lr!. gond girl? be said towching her cheak
asshs bent over hin; * vou deserve to he happy,
and vou shall be.  You will live here, yon and Bern-
boarde; he will have thiy for lus painting-rooin
agnin, He will moke a name—yes, the Isd waa
right : he is an artist. Never let tho old honse go
into strange hands—1 love it. 1t las sheltersd ing
people for more than a century : ever sinee the time
of olil Simon Vanderhaven, yonder,” and he nodded
townrd the portrait with o smile of friendly recog-
nition. then sat silent, looking into the bright hol-
lows of the tire,

l. I am drowsy. he said ot last; * I think I could
sleep.”

Annette stood fnear lom till his eyes closed, then
rotdrned to her seat, But she could not work, She
folt uneasy and depressed. Her eyes dwelt with a
=irt ot tascination on the motionless fignre oppo-
site, only glancing away now and then at tho flick-
ering fire, or ont through the npenrtained window
at the bame moon-lit Place, where the shindows of
the quaint old houses lay black on the snow-whit-
ened pavement. Aboat n quarter of an hour had
passed thus, when ahe heand the mnited roll of
earringe-wheols approsching the house. ‘They
ponsed at the door, and there was o knock which
sonnded unnatarally loud m *he silence.  she
stapted to her teet, Could it be Bernharilt, who
hadl arrived before his time ! was the Lrest Bhouglt
thut ilnshed across ber,

Assuring herself that M. Vanderhaven was still
slesping, she went out into the ntding, and leaned
over the heavy carved balustrade, looking down
into the lamp-lit hull, Yes—it wns Hernharids who
| thers lanehing st old Ursnla's shrill gnes-

&l
tions sl exelantations, as he dimoissod the careiage
and closed the door,  Annette’s glad Libe ery

wked ap. dung s
r, sl bounded up-

sht s ear at onee,
travelling wraps on to the tlo
sLairs.

« My darling, my darling T was all be conld say ot

first wen B shower of kises, © lHow have
longed for yon sl! these weary months !
cAnd 1 for woa,” she whi wly., as she

losked np into lis faee, broneed and obder-lnoking,
bt I|1|r1-ll.4|||u'r than ever, she thonght, with a thiil
of prule,

cAnd to find you here to welcome me; It sems
[ a fairy tale! You most have bewiteled my
futher. Aml vour eyes, darling ¥ e went on
wling to ook into them. *If yon hod

wilile bifore, 1 shoukd never

MY L

leit you. y bhetter T
« R muieh better that L warn vou 1 shall be abls
all the tunlis in voar petures,” was her

1l vit

g wpiy. Bat von haven't exp

e here four days before vonr tiine 7 We
i ot expect yon 0Ll Christmas Bve
o1 fenredd i T delayed [ should be snow-tonnad,

There have heen several {alls, and some of the Lies
e bloegml)

T pme glsl yom
gravely, 1 have been so ansotus.’

s miv rand father worse I e asked guickly,

o[ tear so, though he will not adseit 16 Be wos
speakitie of you just oow 1 koow e longs to s
yail,. Come.

iand in hand they passed into the room, bright
with fire-light at i I"he ol werchant
Wil not moyed, s hoad }
of the cnair; his hamls W' re
of peacelul repose,

aslesp,” she whikpored ;

He is
i1t, what is 1" For the young man, alker

st eame to-dav.' she said more

(M1, Horn-
e

sl sank on lis kneos Let the clinir, Mon-
Vauderhaven wus slooping thye sleep thut
Knows no waking.

I,

ol the {
olid wer
Fowiin t
not !
eoigsuin, | s A
ot prosperois look g

i H will wikg
Uranla, aned Jacob the batler

musnner;
Anunctie,

wiio was present ot Bernba I he notar
a little, apare, lagi-dried mun, I
wig, nnd gold «§ 1 el ronud o the
as Lie unfok i ruckling parchment.
This w win depovited wisth me by wy lite
clivnt somie siX 1o "he began, * ="
*Excuse me, M i, L ionfer
r imforiaed that thete 13 a O une,
lather made ouly 3 lew hours bes
wiote it i my presence,” Annefie
pnt o,
*And we witnes: Janah 1. spoke old
"runl “The no 1t Lrose,”

nk for

L law
iler In
sk i [

wuwyen lepded weeed
! alie o i lie

1 04 Ui ] i I’
s deslroyed belore Deru-

my toele's con-
Chnlvnla of
s, wWii
yornhardt’ I
iy, "M. Yander-
ey would inh
t the b w at Antwerp, which
it to yoursell, Monstenr.' He T TS T |
and piilled Lis'h | distontentadly,
o, whern 13 t? Wihy s 1t net produced T
woas b deaad,
‘We bave not looked for it vet,) Bernhardt -
1, 'but it must be banguet-
i my grandf uever lelt that apartwent
alive after be made it,
“Then we muse tind 16 at ones,

wiui =0 farin
cirn lus:
suzgrnt il

solla

g =l

Curnie

wra 1 a2

Muitre Janssen

aaid, TSI L. “UHO it exints this is s0 mueh wiste
paper,” aud he throw the parclhupent ou to  the
Latie,

*All the same, poerhaps von will oblize me by
reading that,! Corneling Dewiat suggested. The
notary glanced al Bernharat,

“By all meses, if my cousin wishes it,) replhied
the latter. * 1 think 1 oan gooss the conients,

Il docament was short aod to the paint. The
buginess at Aniwerp, and nll the real and pordonal
entute—chargeably with aonuities for the uld ser-
vants—were ledt to Comeling Dewint, on vondition
thit bLe ueither let, sold or demolished tho old
Grusliliionse, while Bernhardt eame m for an troni-
cal Leguest of five bundred iranes—'to buy paing
and cunvas.’ Anpette looked distressed, and the
young man flushed hotly.

*Tdon't wonder my  grandfnther was anxions to

revoke o will so unjust,” he commented.,
e It romsins to be proved whethier hie did revolos
it,) was his consiv’s emark, ‘1 have a sort of
presentupent that tiis second document will wot be
furtheoming.’

Bernhardt answered only by a slight shrag, as he
rose and led tne way to the bauquet-roonl, Nothing
bad been disturbed sinee the old merohant’'s deaib.
His chair suil stood in  ita place  with the
sereen betiind it ¢ the ashen remained on the cold
hearth.  Aunetie’s kottting lay where she had
thrown it down. Inexpressibly foriorn it all lboked
in the waning light of the wimnter afternoon, and n
their varions ways every memiber of the pacty telt
the depressing intoence of the soene,

“If the paper s witiun these four walls we shall
goon thod it the wolwary observed, nucotselously
lowering bis voice,  And indoed, with the eXeeption
uf auuld press, where Borubardt Liad boen in the
Babit of keepang bis painting waterinds, there s viied
no piace where ik coubd be stowed away,

foe will was not in the press, waver, nor
was 1t to e fonnd elsewhore, They se bl
systamuntically ;3 examioing  every nook  and

eorter of toe oid roown, sonuding the paveibing and
the tlvonng, looking benind and ander the furmiture,
snd not desisting in then tll everyone, ex-
cept Aunetie, wis conviticed That if was in valn,

‘Dut it must be Lere,” the girl exclsiped ex-
citedly; “1t eannol bhave Deen spmrited away. M.
Vanderhoven teld me hat be bad put 1o ina sale

Lace—

“[he tire, probnbly. was Corpelius Dewint's
snggestion, My bebel w—with sll delercave to
Macemotselle—thot my uncle chaoged s mind st
Ll lost moment, and destroyed 1

‘1 um posflive he did not, she psseffod, ‘He
wis  searcely  aloue with it a [moment,
tor  directly the servants left lam, 1 re-
tnrued, and % was  then  that be tolkd me
the contents. He wus staodiog thera by  the
chimpey-piees.’  Borubanit, who stoud near the
window, looking out into the dnak, turned aud
beckoned to her, * Did yon not tell me thiat he |
been burning o paper?” he usked in an andertone.
*Yes, but 1t —. I thought it was the rough dradt
of the will! * Might ue not, by madvertence, bave
destroyed  the will selt ¥ She did not answer,
ot ber besrs saok., 1t secwed only too likely
that such was the case. | here wis a paiose, 1t was
nearly dark now, and the faces of toue lttle group
were lit by a lamp on the chimney-piece. The
young man stood with his back to the rest, looki
down at the mwarket-place, whers the snow was {all-
ing heavily. At length the silencs was broken by
Monsieur Dewint, who lefy thie notary’s sude and
approached his cousin,

Ut

“\Well, Berubardi, you see I was right
he began, in o loud, cueerful voice, rat-
tling the loose cash 1w bhis  pockets

Ilits mysterious dovument is wpon est Inveulus.
Of conrse I feel for your disappointinent ; still, yon
cau haid]y expect me to give up the property off-
Laad to ploase you, Such gencrosily 1s mare—oil the
Wi You are not goiug to dispute the will, [ pre-

K T ihink it winijustone, and I believe my

Lot laa intended o revoke ite buk no obber | AMLONIDK.

o ot the placid face, nttered an iharticnlare |

b eovom be b ©hem.,

way

baragre, and baild & good house in ita place,
he continued, * supposs wo go duwuuini this
room is as cold a8 a voult, He passed out, followed
Ly Maitrs Janssen, but the other two lingered.

* Annette, my sweet, do not | s0 sorrowfnl,’
Bernhardt said, eveircling her with bis arm ; *why,
the loss of this fortune seems to trouble you wore
than it does me.

* For your sake, she faltared ; ‘for myself, Tam
not afrad of poverty. i iaso strange, #o inexoli-
cahle, that the will should bave disappeared in this
way, she coutinued. ' I am convinced that it is
in the room at this woment, if we only knew where
to look for it.’

She moved from his side and cast her eyes
thonghtfully ronnd. He shook his head. ;

* 1t 18 not here, or we shouid have fonnd it he
anid. ITrF 1o think no more of 1t, dear; wo can-
not —  The words died on his lips aa he looked at
Lis companton, She was standing o the middle of
the room, her bands henging at her sides, her eyes
fixed and dilated, gazing into space, Every trace of
eu:nr bad faded from her face. He sprung to ber
o,

“' 'l'lmat heavens, Aunette—what is it? Are yon
1

She drew n long broath, and looked at him like
one awsking from a dream. ‘No, I am not il
ahe whispersd, * bat 1 have tne atrangest feeling.
As if—as if there were someone else in the room
with ns——' She shivered and glanced nervously
round the long, shadowy apartment, which waa only
haif-lighted by the lamp on khe chimney-pioce,
Bernbardt mvoluntarily did the same, but they
waorn the only oconpants.

*You see that we are alonns,’ he said. ‘ You are
tired and overexcited, darling: you need rest, It is
smowing so heavily that you cannot leave the house
at present,  Go and lie down, and 1 will send Ur-
suln to you.' j

Sne acquiesced mechanically, and allowed him to
lesd her to the door, Her d was dud.i;uirl
wnd her eves looked dreamy and susent, He wmri

ber cheek, and detained her & moment,
looking nto her face with  anxions
tenerness:  bnt  she  turned  from  inm

withont another word, and mounted the stairs to the
little room she bad called her own,

When the moou's sthver dise rose belind the Beliry
Fower, one hroad ray of cold etherea) ight strommed
ot to the bed where Annette lay, still dregsed, and
slenping profoundly, For eeveral hours ber rest
was tranguil and ohlivious, bat toward midoight she
wus visrted by a strange dreain.

st seemed to be sall lyiug on the bed, in the
half-ennscions state between sleeping and waking.
Her eves were open, bat ahe was only vaguely
aware of surronnding objects, of the mooulight
streaming on the bed, and the glimpse of white
house poold seen throngh the window opposite.

suddenly sbe was roused, she thonght, from this
dieamy lethargy, by & Vo2 1o the room, closes to
her, valling ber name, She started and sat up,
theilling in every nerve, but oot with fear. Draw-
it astue the carisins, she looked toward the spot
from W hiel the voiee procesiled,

I've Foomn, #uve where the moonbeams lighted i,
wns lost in shadow, yet she fauzied sho conld dis-
the oublines of a figure, standing pear the
rth, As she looksd, it moved forward i the
of light by the bedside, and, then,with a sudden
shiek tiedl revognition, she saw that it was
Morsienr Vauderhaven, who stood lovking nt her
with eyes [ull of urgent purpose,

ul satur

‘Anunette? the low but [mperious voice re-
tad, * thie will mn=t be fonnd, Come I and he

beckaned her toward the door.
womwent she seemed, with the

After the Orst
suprons insensoility of the dreager, to feel neither
ArEise pOr lenr,  She rose wiil besitation and
fullowed hm down thie siairs to the banguet-room,
& door was partly open, uod Lie roow within was
totied by & lamp, as when she Lad seen it lsat,

ber comduetor orosed over to the hearth; and
extended g hand to the pertruic of Lis ancestor,
which hupg on a panel to the loft of the chimney-

pieen,

¢ Yaster Simon can keep o secrei, he maid, with
suntle so tamiliar to her: * youn wonld
e ver have thonght of senrcling here.  Look ! *
She pressed torward eagerly a8’ e tonched the
pietre, but og the game inomuent a hand wos latd en
o shoulilor, anl another vows exclaimed, * An-
tanl?

Then with o start and a ory she woke—woke in
apnest tiiis time—to find berself standing m the
with Bernhardi's astonishml tave

shoe loolied rounit bewilderedly,
a vugue terror.  [nen, ns remein-
u expression of blank isippoint-
-

(M, was 1t only a dream ¥

*Were you ns he exolvimed. *If 1 had
known thnt | shon not have veatured to wake
[ was sorting and destroving some old skotebes
lirse folios, 1L took me longer ban [ had ex-
peeted, but 1 had fust finished and was about o
el You walked

the grawv

roaem,
over her.

i itet
tiemlt
tremb

Wedve the rooill when Yol en
i sht tor the freplane o looked intently ot the
nortraif. You were stretohing out yonr hand to-

words 10 when I rovchen you, Dud you dream abont
it ddvart’
*Yen,
Wit was
qown,
I low
LLA1L

it
rosit

Oh, Bernbardt, sncl a attmnge dres
fotell me, e saul, moking be

ywe-strack tones she related it, glaneing
over her ut the shindowy
wit was so real, so vivnl,’ she
aridiy believe it was merely

W then

Cehiay 1 can

atened with hreathiess interest pid grow-
vat,  When she fitiaiied be siarted

bad

“1 holieve 1t has
of the wiil, It
1glit be i enpboard

'l“""'
vlow to fhe g p
[ oconrrid to us that thers m
belomd thar portrait.
Anneite clisped her hands,
Y

t he ex

Uli—let us look at
e .
+ Hold the lamyp, T will tnke the pietura down,” he
e fomned thin was aallle, a8 it wus
el witt eramps to the panelled wall,

[hers mu t be aspring somewhere” he mut-
tered, passing s hand dowo by the side of (he
{rami, *orese—stoy, what is tius ¥’

His fingers had enconntersd o slight obstruetion
m the pobsbed woodwork : a small metal kupob or
patton, which was eflectually coucealed by the
shadow of the heavy frame.

Ho pressed it, and immmediately e panel with the
portrait Gpon it started open, disclesiug a deep
suare cupboard, ‘Lhe lovers lookel at vach other,
too exeited to apeni.

* Hold the lamp higher, he whispered, putting
fiis tand into the eapboard,

Tl first toineg broi to light was a bupdie of
old leteers, tied with faded ribbou, sod still retain-
ing the ghost of thewr hrst periume ; then ecame a
winiatnre in s case of Bernhacdi's fatber, whet a boy,
and finaily—a folded sheet of lotter paper, insoribed
m Mopsieur Vanderbaven's clear, comwercial band,
*This s my Laso Wil

Anuette placad the lnmp on the table, and looked
aver hin shoulder as be nofolded the paper. Que glanee
ahawed bim that the contents were a8 sbe had sta-
tedd, Tl bosiness was lelo to lis consi, aod all the
rest, wishout reserse or condition, was own.
Their cyes met m an elognent look.

* Rut for your dream we should sover have found

LBl LT

=9

it he saul. * How strauge—buw mysberious it
seems !

*\Was ig only a dream ' she guestioned, ander her
breath.

They were silent: a feeling of awe and
reverence ovorpowered them.  “lf he knows,

he 18 bappy now as we are,’ the young man ssul ot
laat, They closped hands aod looked into each
other's eves, reading thers the brightness of the
fusture, from which ail sbadows anid perplexitics had
passed away.

Aml as they stood thos, hand in band,
in the silencs of the sleeping house, sud-
denly there rang  out  from  the I"»vllrul'
Tower the midmght carilon, ushering 1n the

blessed Christimas morn. Sweet, strapge, solemn
chimes, talling on the silence 1n o silvery stream of
muste, Jike the votees of wandering angels, singiog,
* I'eace on earth, good will toward menl’

* A happy Christmss aud & good pew year!
hardt excelaimed. ns he baut to kiss the s
upliited 1 Lis.—[ 'he ATgosy.

Bern-
t fac

veet

CANTANKEROSITY AND THE BRITISH
PHILISTINE,
From Lemdon Soeiety,

In a mild sens we :uu]\' aveu go so far as to admit
that most tdividnal characters may bave—let us
take the smoother torm, nud say—their angularities,
We may find that, witbeont Kuowing it, we may by
bolding ap & red rag to & bull. Durlug a very
famouns litgarion 1t was fonnd necessary at somedin-
ner-tables 1n Humpshire to put o &lip of paper on tho
pinie of each guest, saying that ** e Claimaut **
Wiks Dt 10 bo @ toplo of conversation, This matier
of tabooed topie, by the way. might almost elaim an
excursus for itself.  An old ludy was thus expatiag-
ing to & young person on the changing fashion of
tabooed subjects s * My dear, when I wis & young
woman there were three subjects on which peonls
in good sugioty never allowed themselves to talk—
their money, their stomach aud ther religion. It
now appesis o we that people never talk about any-
thing else,”

It 1 possible to go through a great many subjects
before you arcive at that particular one on which a
persos may be ersuky. A man on whom acomufis-
aion of lunkey was sitting gave the court a groab
deal of tronbie, It ssemed impossible to detect any

deluston in his case.  All his answers were prompt,
entiemanty, foll of shrewdnes, and AT,
be coaseo daminst seowed W down ntterly.

Then some oue Lsuded to counsel s slip of papes
with these words, al"f him o l:;_uk.let" S oy
haps, s, you ean us something abont the
propuet kzakiel 1" ** Oh, inly,” said the gentle-

mait, with a smils sod a bow, * fuct is, thas |
am myself Tlleﬁruphol Ezekial” From this point
there was no difficulty at all in brin out bus de-
Jusions, Sowms very seusible people toe beliof
thist every man 1a more or less or oI some one
pownt or other. [ have seen a paticut in o lunatic
asylum when the medical men sesured me that the

lunacy simply consisted o bad temper and cantan-

carried to the highest possible point,
The regular British Philistine is always more or less
He 18 sirivivg to down everythiug

. THE EMPEKOR'S PROGRESS.
A SIUDY IN THREE STAGRES.
(On the Busta of Nero in the Uizzi.)

L
A child of brighter than the morning’s birth
And lovelier than all sniles that mag s smilad
Save nnl‘r of lictle ehildren
Sweet, perfect, Witless of their own dear worth,
Live roas of love, mute melody of mireh,
Gilart as o bird is when the woods are mild,
Adorable as s nuthing save s chi
Havls with wide eyes and tips his life on earth,
His lovaly life with all its heaven to ba
And whoso reals the name inseribed or hears,
Freels liis own heart a frozen well of tears,
Child, for deep dread and Iurfulﬂ:y of thee
Whom God would not let rather die than see
The incamwbent horror of impending yoars,

I
Man that wast goudlike being a child, and now,
No less than kinglike, arl no more in sooth
For all thy grace and lord!iness of youth,
The erown that buls men's
Much more has brapded and bowed down thy brow
Aud gnawn upon it as with tirs or tooth
Of steal or suke a0 sorely, that the trath
Seems here to bear false witness, [s it thon,
Chidid T And s il the snmmer of all thy soriag,
This t Are the smiles that drew men's kisses down
All fuded sod transfigore to the frown
That grieves thy face ! Art thon this weary thing?
‘I ben 18 Do siave's lpad heavier thao a crown
And such a thrail no'tun-lmln as a king,

.
Misery, beyond all men’s most miserable,
Alsolute, wholo, deiant of defence,
Inevitable, inexpiicaile, intense,
Mare vast than heaven is ingh, more desp than hell,
Past cure or charm of soiaee or of spoil,
Possesses and pervadss the spirit and sense
Whereto the exoanse of the eacth pays tribute »
whence
Breeds evil only, and broods on fnimes that swoll
Rank fri-llrm the blood of brother and wother and
wife,
“ Misery of miseries, all is msery,” aaith
The heavy fair-faced hnteful head, at strife
With its own lusts that burn with feverous
: breath,
Lipa which the loathsome bitterness of life,
Leaves fearful of the bittorness of death,
Arcruxony UHaRLEs SWINNURNE,

SHERIDAN, THE DELIGHTFUL DEBTOR.

Prom lemple Bur,

Sheridan’s  eonl  merchant,  one  Roberg
Mitchell, bad 3 heavy demnnd against him for coals,
wineh e conld not get settled. One day, having
loat all patience, he attacked the ‘al  manager.
mervilessly, and swore he wonld not leave the bonsa
withont the whole of his money, which amouoted to
several hundred pounds.  Sheridan had not s
shillings in his possession at the time, !t’am
true, my dear Bob, all that you say,” replied Sheri-
dan: “ 'm really very sorry, bmt l say.Bob, yon
don't want 1t all to-dav, bey? won't a port do 1
“ N, sir,” retorted the suraged ereditor, ' is won't,
[ mast bave it, [ will haveit; Ldaren't go home with-
ont syery farthing of it. My wifs is distracied, my,

honse 18 besat  with erediiors, and, by G
I wou't leave this mom without the maen]r."‘
“ Wonldo't half do to-dav!” pleaded the

coal merchant wonld have s boud to the nt
furthing. 'hen Sheridan Pmllo-d. aud 1n & vores
deen emotion exclsimed : ** Then would to heaven [
could assist yon! 1 eannot; bat ? idiving » hand
into his pocket) **one thing [ eso, [ will, T ought oo
duo—there,” grasping Mitohell’s hand, * never let if
be said that while Shendan had o4 guinea in hl‘
socket ne refused it to his {riend, Hob Mitehell,"
Mirehell stood aghast for & mament, then, pocketing
the guimes, mshed ons of the honse, and to the latest
honr of his he Lite never tived of displaving the last
gninen that his fmend Sheridan had in the world,
Michael Kelly relates another story as good, Dar-
ing the time that ho was acting manager of
Drmt {. Lane, the narrator beeame responsible for o
debt lie had oontracted for the theatre, and Sheridan,
as usnal, failing to met 1t, Kelly wan a
sheridan at ouce sent for the hard-hearted ereditor,]
remonstrated with bim upon his ernelty. w.!a

manager, “and a bill for the remainder.” No...log

with bim upon the bardship of the law of
ymprisonment  for  debt, ponted omt fhat  hes
had acted in an arlatrary, uoehristion man-
ner, until he had s0  thoroughly

?ntd eonvineed him  that  before the man
it the

house, Sheridan  had borrowed ﬂlr’
of Imm, ani lett upon his mind an impressio
that he had vesa hichly favored by the great
manager degning to aceopt the favor. A ered-
itor's  levee was held dady m s hoovse ; s
hibenry, parlor, butler’s room, and even the stair-
enso ware avery morning lilled with a motley crowd,
anxionsly hsteming for the sound of lus Inotstep,
When at last he came, elegantly dressed, all smiles
and nrbantty, wiaking handa with oue, novicing to
another, be scomed to cast a charm over wil ; fols
lows thnt hud henn ragine like tHgers o’ few mmntes
hefare conld senreely summon the courage (o Ftate
their errand, while others seemedd aetually to 6 L]
t bronght them there. Byma relates in e
yonroals how he onee fonnd  Sheridan at his laws
ver's, and learned that he had eome to stave off an’
from his wme merchant. 1 can voneh,™
says Brron, * that my attarney 18 by no means the
tenderest of men, or partienisrly accessible o anp
Kinil of impeession ont of the statute or record ; and
yot Shendan in half an  bour had found the way to
soften and subdue him o soch 8 mauner
almosit think he wonld have thrown his chent (an
honest man with all the laws and some justice
his side) out of the window, had he come in at
moment.” His eool assurance never fniled him i
an exgremity. Oue mght he was stopped by foot-
pads in cowpauy with Challie, the wine merchant.
* My friend can accommodate you,” he said to the

feliows, ** and as for myself, Itell you what [ ean
do, 1 can give you mv note of haud,
‘riting  to  Moore  (1813), DByron  saysy

*Porhaps you beard of a late auswer of sheridan to.
the watchman, who found him bereft of shap
‘divine puarticle of air’ ea reason.  He,
wiaichman who found Sherry in the street

and bewiidersd, and almost msensible : *Who are
you, sir? No answer. ‘What's your name ‘;
bicenp, ‘What's your name? Answer, in aslowy
doliberate, impressive tone: * Wilberforee ! "

{ THE BREGINNING OF DE LESSEPS'S LUCKE.

From The Pail Mall Gusette.

The Fmpress was the Isabells the Catholie of the
Spea seheme, But for the Spamsh ardor with:
whieh she sustained it, the Isthmuos would still
divide the Red from the Mediterranesn Sea,

“ Your head,” she® sail (speaking of feourse in a
figure) to Comis Walewsli, = de on the skill
ou show in helping my cousin to eut his eanal.’

1. de Lesseps's father, who was descended trom
the architect of the Cathedral ot Edinbuargh, was
sent with Lucien Bonaparte to Madrid, because he
had been I:mmiht ni_» at Hayonne and coald taik
Spanish ws well as French. Locien was the it
Ambassador named to the Court of Charles IV, by
Napoleon,  Tis mission was to obtain the rotro-
cession of Louisinns, which Lows XV, bad allowed
to sip from s hands. M. de Lesseps the older
went about always with him, and was the of
his diplomacy. Toe New-Orleaos aftair brought
him fato relations with the United States consals,
the mos: intelligent of whom was Mr. Kirkpatnek,
who wos o business ot Malaga, M. de Lesseps
proveeded  to that town, aml, assisted by Jirk-
E.uru-k‘ who, like himself, wasa ot Scoteh origin—
ut less remotely—stidies] the resources of Anda-
Tusia and the politlcal condition ot the soath of
Spwin.  They were drawn closer together by a
romusutic attair which sprang up. A notable of the
POV Senor Grevigny. bad two very profly
danchiers with ono of whow the consul jlell m
love. Thed'rench dipiomat becume vuumum&nf the
youngest, snd a8 Lucien Booaparte was in high
tuvor at the Court ol Madeid ber (other allowed
her to marry M. de Lesseps, with whom sfie wenb
to reside w Paris, where, o 1504, she gave birth to
Fordinand., Hoer elilest sister beesme Mrs, Kirks
potnck, and the mother of the Contesse do Mon-
bijo, who wis drawn by ber De Lesseps Kigdeed to
winter in Paris when her dunghters Nad growa np.
“Thus you see,” obscerved M. do Lossops, * what a
pumber of great events have in UCemelcinement des
choses depenied npon mwy lather's early knowledyge
of the Spanish tongue.”
Auother = hinge event™ which led to the exeens-
tion of the Suez Cava! schee was the elder
sops having divined iu u poor and unlestered Turks
iali oftiovr, Mehewet All, & vast genias oad the man
who wias 0 brenk down the power of The Mamoes
lukes. The French dipiomat, reported in this sense
to lis Government and was instructed to Le guidded
by his own jndgment in broging the offeer tor-
wird. M. de 'Mll"' invited the Turk to his house,
anil showed himselt in varfons ways his tnead,
But suddenly the ofticer withdrew from his coms
pany and kept out of the wﬁf. When Mehomet
was o great wman he said to M. Ferhinanid de Les-
seps . “ Your father must have beon pusled to
think what my reasou was for keeping aloot frou
Lim after 1 bad acce -0 mn!:r nam 1%
was this. A silver knite and fork, | heard the sep-
vantas sav, had been stolen from his table at & dine
ner to which [ went, I was so poor that 1 fane
1 weuld poss in lus eyes tor Leing the thi
nover uarsd after to return.” Soon after
had related this anecdote ne asked M. F
Leaseps to allow 'rinee Said, bhis wou, to
teruoons at the French Consulate, in

might wick up the Fresch that was qa
there. The bn:rflw fondly attnched o the mtals
ligent snd very Kind-hearted diplomat,

was Vieeroy and the Suez concession anked
he gave N.fh Lﬂamm'-
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